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To this date belongs the following letter to a friend:
You will not often see anything so sweet as my little, not quite two years old boy, who is toddling up and                     1
down the room, and saying, " Da, date," and "dada," meaning "give" in a very respectable Italian lingo, pointing to everything that strikes his fancy. Singularly ' enough the very day when I despatched my note to you another boy was born at 9 p.m., a lusty young fellow, who strikes the elder one with awe, sometimes into sympathetic tears, sometimes into a kind of mimic bleating, when he hears the younger one's inarticulate cooings. The first we had was born dead (a great grief to us), really the finest boy of the three; and I nearly broke my heart with going to look at him. He lay like a little warrior, having fought the fight, and failed, with his hands clenched, and a frown on his brow....If my latest born were to die to-night, I do not think that I should suffer so much as I did, looking on that noble little fellow who had never seen the light My wife, who had had a most terrible time lasting near the whole of one Easter Sunday, never saw him. Well for her.
Yours, A. TENNYSON.
In May my father stayed in London and in August visited Glastonbury, Wells and the Cheddar Cliffs.
My father s letter-diary.
May i8t&, 1854. 60 Lincoln s Inn Fields. I called on Moxon to arrange the " Illustrated Edition of Poems," and we went round to the artist Creswick, a capital broad genial fellow; Mulready, an old man, was full of vivacity and showed me lots of his drawings and one